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in the mountains, our horses played out and had to be lashed and
dragged by their jaws through driving snow, wind, and darkness
to get them back to camp, which we reached at midnight. When
at rare intervals we saw buffalo, they were so far away that by the
time we came to the spot they had vanished. Once, just at night-
fall when we were in camp, we saw three fairly close at hand; but
snow fell in the night and covered their tracks.
On my third hunt I started out of Ronan alone, took the stage
up the Camas Valley twenty-two miles, and then, carrying only
my rifle, crossed a range of hills on foot to Garceau Gulch, where
lived a half-breed whom I had encountered on one of my hunts,
and who told me he knew how to find buffalo. He provided
ponies and took me into a range of hills to the west of those I
had hunted.
The first day we saw neither buffalo nor their tracks. That night
we made camp in a trapper's cabin and next morning rode the
windy ridges again through deep snow. Then that afternoon we
found what we sought—the fresh track of a buffalo, leading off the
ridge down into thick brush below. The slope was too steep for our
horses, so we left them on the ridge and followed on foot. As I
clambered down, it was only by chance that ahead, through the
brush, I caught the movement of a great shaggy form against a
clump of spruce-trees. It was our buffalo.
He was an old bull, a veteran of the mountains. Surprised, he
had either caught sight of us or scented us, for he was looking
in our direction, head raised, nostrils thrust forward. Then
the badgered old monarch turned and went down through the
brush again, and once we saw him stop for a moment and
listen.
We climbed to the back of the ridge, mounted, and rode along
to head him off. When we thought we had gone far enough, we
plunged down into the brush until we came to the edge of a clear-
ing. There we waited and listened. Suddenly a dead tree crashed
down on the opposite side, and the old bull charged out into the
opening, then came to an abrupt stop as he saw us silhouetted
against the snow. Evidently he had been running, and his heavy
bulk had grazed a rotting, tottering spruce-tree. For a moment he
stood undecided, uncertain what we were, wolves or men. He was

